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Eleven inches of snow. They had to drag their asses through eleven inches of snow to some “artistically 
inspired’ place in the middle of nowhere; just so that they could get the right setting for the video. 


Jason pushed himself deeper into his parka, trying to minimize the skin area exposed to the biting cold. He 
accepted a steaming cup from an assistant. 


"Hot chocolate. Best thing for weather like this." She smiled and let her gaze linger on his face a few seconds 
longer than necessary. 


"Thanks." 


Past her fur-framed face, ten feet away, he saw James eyeing him from above the brim of his own cup. His 
breath mixed with the steam from the mug, hung in the air like smoke. Droplets of condensation settled on his 
mustache. 

Jason felt a pang in his stomach when the ice-blue stare drilled into him. He turned away, stomping snow from 
his boots. Hot fluid warmed him inside and for a moment let him ignore the cold. He let his thoughts jump a 
few hours ahead, to a steamy shower and a nice warm bed waiting for him back at the hotel. 

Snow squeaked and crunched behind him as footsteps approached. He didn't turn around when something- 
somebody-pressed too close against his back. A dozen layers of clothes between them and yet he could swear 
he felt the heat on his back. 

Warm breath licked the side of his face. "She likes you." 

"What are you talking about?" 


Chilly fingers closed around his jaw and wrenched his head to the right, to where the cute assistant was 
talking with one of the crew. "Her." 


Jason jerked his head away, but the fingers pressed deeper into his flesh, sliding down, towards the oasis of 


warmth around his neck. He shivered. "l'm not interested" 


"Right." James let go of him and stepped away-far enough to make it look like they were having a random 


conversation, but not enough to let Jason relax. 

| have a girlfriend.” He made a point of stressing the word "girlfriend" 
Another nod, accompanied by a smirk. "Right:" 

"Who is flying in tomorrow." 

"U-huh." 


He hated that he sounded like he was explaining himself to James. James had nothing on him; and it was none 


of his business what, and with whom he would be doing tomorrow night. He still hated the feeling, though. 


The director's voice announcing the end of the coffee break saved him further conversation-if you could call 


it that-with James. 


"Catch you later." James bared his teeth like a wolf, which eerily fitted with the fur coat he was wearing for 
the shoot. 


Jason crumpled the Styrofoam cup and tossed it into a trash bag. Back to his position in the snow drift. What 


a fucking joy. 
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He swiped his key card through the lock, feeling like he was never going to get warm again. The hotel room 
welcomed him with cozy darkness. He flipped the lights on and suddenly the room felt much less inviting. 


Back there on the mountain, nothing, not the wind, or the frost, had felt as cold as James's fingers on his neck 
and he was desperate to get their lingering chill out of his body. 


He kicked his boots off and headed for the bathroom, shedding the layers of clothes. 
Shell be here tomorrow. 


Off went the thick sweater. 


His mind wandered over the familiar contours—the arch of her naked back, the curve of her breasts, the 


invitation of her open thighs. 


Blood pulsed below his belly raising a wave of heat and pleasure. He took slow, deliberate breaths and watched 


his face relax in the mirror. 
There was nothing James could do. Nothing. 


His belt buckle clinked, then hit the tiled floor of the bathroom. He peeled the soaked fabric of his jeans down 
his thighs. 


Hot water poured out of the showerhead almost instantly filling the room with steam. Oh god, that was what 
he needed right now. With his hand on the shower curtain he hesitated when the shrill of the phone worked its 
way through the splash of water. The privacy of the shower called to him, promising comfort and pleasure. 


The phone kept ringing. 


He knew it, he just knew whose voice he would hear at the other end. He screwed his eyes shut willing it to 
stop. 


Six rings ... seven... eight .. . 
Then it stopped. 


Only to almost immediately start ringing again 


He got it on the fourth ring. 

"What?" 

"What'cha doing?" Yeah, no surprise there. 

His fist closed tighter around the towel he'd grabbed on the way out of the bathroom. 

"What do you want?" 

"ll be going downstairs, thought you might join me for dinner. 

The gruff voice made his nerves tingle. "Im not hungry." 

"You gotta eat, you know, or your girlfriend's gonna think we starve you here. You're already so bony-" 
"James, why are you doing this to-" 


"Hey, | called with a friendly invite for dinner. That's all. You dont wanna come, fine. Stay in your room and pine 


after your girlfriend” 
He wanted to tell James to go to hell, but realized he would be talking to himself. James had hung up on him. 


Fifteen minutes later, dressed in a turtle neck and a pair of dry jeans, he pulled his door shut and headed 
toward the hotel elevators. The shower made him feel human again, but it did not manage to chase the 
thoughts of James out of his head. The image of James's mustache with a trace of frost on it. The ghost of 


icy fingers closing around his neck 


A wave of heat rolled over his cheeks and descended down his chest. He pulled at his turtleneck, taking a deep 
breath. He felt hot, too hot suddenly, and needed a gasp of fresh air. Like back there on the mountain. The 


chilly, frozen air, touch of ice on his skin. Cold hands. 


The ding of the elevator pulled him back from the snowy mountain. He stepped inside the empty car and 
pressed a cheek to the mirror to escape the sight of his flushed face. The mirror's surface was cool and 


soothing. 
He couldn't go on like this. It had to end-that's what he decided to tell James. Yeah. 


He pulled himself straight, ran a hand through his hair, then stuffed both hands into his front pockets. If 
anything could give him an edge with James, confident and nonchalant was the way to go. And the restaurant 
provided an additional bonus-with other people around, James's presence was less overwhelming. 
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Through the glass door he scanned the small dining room with its thick velvet curtains and found James 
tucked in a booth in the far corner. He forced the smirk of confidence he didn't feel back onto his face, and 
walked straight to James's table. 

James raised his head from the menu. "Well, well, so you got hungry after all?" 


"No." His hands stayed in his pockets. He bounced on the balls of his feet once. "| came to tell you that" 


"Whatever it is, you can tell me over dinner. I'm starving.” James took a long pull of his beer. "Sit down" He 


nodded toward the other seat. 
Jason froze. "James—" 
"Just sit the fuck down, Jay. Please?" 


He didn't know if it was the tone of James's voice, or the unexpected "please" attached to the request, but he 


felt as if James's eyes grabbed him by the shirt and dragged him into the cushy seat in the booth. 


"lll have the steak, with a baked potato and green beans. And another beer." James smiled to the waitress who 
silently appeared next to the table. 


The waitress smiled back, scribbled his order down in her tiny pad, and turned to Jason "And you, sir?" 
James pushed the menu toward him. 

Jason shook his head. "No, thanks. Nothing for me." 

"tll be right back with your beer, then" The waitress swirled around and hurried toward the bar. 

After a moment of silence James drained his glass and leaned back. "It was cold out there today, huh?" 
"And whose fucking idea was it to have the shoot in the snow?" 

James laughed, baring his teeth. "A little bit of snow and cold and you whine. | thought you liked cold, Jay?" 
Jason bit hard on the inside of his lip. "No, actually | don't" 

"You don't?" 


"No." He was getting braver by the second. "And | don't want to do what-" 


"Here's your beer." The waitress placed a tall glass in front of James. "Anything else?" 

"Thanks. That steak will be ready soon?" 

"tll be about ten minutes." 

"Great." 

She smiled again and disappeared as silently as she had just appeared. Jason was sure her smile was genuine, 
not a part of her job requirements, because that's how people were around James: he won them over without 
even trying. 

"You were saying .. . Jay?" 


James was giving him a measuring look from across the table; he stretched slightly and threaded his hands 


behind his head. 
Jason cleared his throat in an attempt to regain the lost momentum. "I don't want to do that anymore." 


"You mean, you don't want to drag your ass up that mountain again tomorrow? Neither do |. But we have to 


finish the shoot." 
The corners of James's mouth quivered as if he was trying not to laugh. Jason held his gaze. 


"You know what | mean. This is over. | don't want it" The weight of the last two months magically rolled off his 
shoulders. A feeling of victory filled his chest. He grabbed it and held on to it. "I'm done with it.” 


James's boisterous laughter filled the room. "That's not the impression | got the last time-" 
"The last time was the last time." 
"| don't believe you." 


Jason took a few seconds before he answered, and when he did, his voice was low and sounded convincing even 


to his own ears. 

"You'd better." Then he marched out of the restaurant. 

He let the restaurant door fall shut behind him, feeling as if he was leaving the last two months behind him. 
He waited for the elevator, the feeling of content bubbling inside him. The bubbles of euphoria still danced 


inside his head when he walked down the hotel hallway, pushed his door open, crossed his room to the bed. 


However, by the time his body hit the mattress, the bubbles started to fade away like cheap champagne, 


leaving a slightly bitter taste in his mouth. 

| thought you liked cold, Jay. 

Cool fingers gliding down his body, over his nipples, down his stomach. 
Tell me, who is your queen? 


A groan rose from deep inside his throat. He punched the pillow and rolled off the bed. He shivered. His hand 
shook slightly when he cranked the thermostat up to eighty. 


He hated cold. 
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Two hours later the thermostat was still set on eighty and the room had turned into a greenhouse. He was 
flipping through the channels, not paying attention to anything in particular, but fearing the silence of his room. 
Fearing he would be lying in bed, listening for the footsteps in the hallway. Listening and waiting for them to 
stop by his door. Listening and waiting and hoping they would stop by his door. 


With his teeth he tore off the corner of another bag of peanuts, popped a handful into his mouth and washed 
them down with coke, courtesy of the room's minibar. He brushed peanut crumbs off his chest. After another 
failed attempt to engage his brain in whatever cable TV had to offer in this part of Utah, he finally gave up 
and pressed the "off" button on the remote. 


His feet brought him over to the window. He shoved the curtain aside to reveal the thick darkness of the 
night. It wasn't snowing yet, but the sky looked like a giant black hole ready to fall and bury the world under it. 


The heat in the room was too much, way too much-he'd long shucked his turtleneck-but found himself 


reluctant to turn it down. Back on the bed, he closed his eyes. Sweat gathered in the hollow of his throat. 
He focused on the trickling sensation of his sweat making its way down his neck. The wind picked up outside, 
whistling and singing against the window. He eavesdropped on the dead silence in the adjoining room, and 
wondered what Kirk was doing and with whom. 

The steps came out of nowhere. They stopped outside his door. 

A short knock prickled his skin into goose bumps. 


Another knock came, more impatient this time. 


Even as he was lying perfectly still on the bed, wrapped in the safety of his locked room, he saw himself 


crossing the carpet to open the door. He tricked his mind into thinking it was Kirk outside there. That it was 


safe to open the door, because it was only Kirk 
He slowly pushed up off the bed 

The door swung open under his hand. 

"Hi, Jay. | thought | would find you here 


(tbc) 
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"What do you want?" Jason asked, leaning heavily against the edge of the door. He ran a hand down his neck to 
wipe the sweat off. 


James held out a hand with two bottle necks hanging from between his fingers and lifted his eyebrows. The 
beer bottles swung back and forth when he wiggled his fingers. 


"Can | come in?" he asked. 


"| have beer, you know. | don't need yours." The cooler air from the hallway swirled around Jason, prickling his 


sweaty skin. 


James shrugged. "| thought you might like company. Unless you already have company?" James glanced over 


Jason's shoulder into the room. "Your girlfriend's not here, is she? No, don't see her." 


The grin that took over James's face was almost scary, and yet, the sensation in the pit of Jason's stomach 


had little to do with fear. 
"Whatever" He stepped away from the door and forced an / dont care what you do expression on his face. 
James caught the door before it closed and followed him into the main room. 

"Why's it so hot? Are you trying to roast yourself?” 

"Told you, | don't like cold" 

James crossed the room to the window and turned his head to Jason 

"That's right, | forgot" He slapped his free hand against his thigh. "You just don't like cold, huh?" 


Bottles clank against the desk surface as he set them down and moved to fiddle with the lock on the balcony 


door. 


"What are you doing?" 


"| need some fresh air." James forced the glass door open a crack. "It's too fucking hot in here." 

"James, what do you want?" 

"You know what | want." 

Jason dropped his head, his cheeks burning as if they'd been slapped. He scanned the geometric pattern on the 
carpet trying to find a snappy retort, or at least come back with a Yeah, good joke, dude! laugh, but when it 
came to James, snappy responses were in short supply. 

With his gaze still fixed on the carpet, he started, "I don't-" 

"Come on, you liked it” 

The unexpected softness in James's voice caught him off guard; he was prepared for the usual insults and 
demands-they were much easier to resist. In none of the countless conversations he'd had with James in his 
head, had James pulled the "you liked it" argument. The James in his head was much easier to resist. 


Out of the corner of his eyes he saw a movement: James took a step in his direction, then another one. 


"Every single fucking time you liked it," James said, stopping in front of Jason, so close, his thighs almost 


touched Jason's. 

Jason's eyes closed on their own, the sweep of James's breath electrified the nerve endings in his body. His 
hands curled into fists. He wanted to push James away, but couldn't-it felt as if he was watching somebody 
else trapped in his body, somebody else who was not very interested in pushing James away. 

James moved behind him; he wrapped an arm around Jason's chest, let it slide up, until he held it against 
Jason's throat. He wrenched Jason against himself, his back to James's chest. Jason would have lost his 
balance, but James's grip was too tight-there was nowhere to fall. James had him. 

A cold breeze swept through the room from the open balcony door; Jason shivered. 

James dropped his mouth to his neck; his whiskers scratched, his other hand snaked around Jason's waist and 
for a moment they stood like this, perfectly molded against each other, Jason's chest rising and falling in 


rhythm with James's chest. That other person, that stranger he was watching in his head, became him. 


Giving in, Jason let his head fall to the side and this little act of submission rolled another wave of heat 
through his stomach. 


James's hand wandered lower, until it rested on the bulge in Jason's jeans. 


"See? You're thinking about it. You're thinking about it and its getting you hard." 


James squeezed him through the jeans and this, combined with James's teeth biting into the back of his neck, 


drew a broken groan of pleasure out of Jason 

His breath sped up and shallowed out. He wanted to clear his thoughts, but James used his thigh to propel him 
toward the balcony door. He jerked but James didn't leave him a choice-he flattened Jason against the door 
which clicked shut under their weight and pressed himself behind him. 

The cold of the glass seeped through his skin, while the heat of James's chest warmed his back. 

"Feels good, huh?" James whispered into his ear. 


"Let go of me." 


A moment of silence-a moment of silence during which Jason's nerves contracted at the thought that James 


might grant him his request-followed by a shake of James's head and a "No." 

James yanked him away from the glass door, then, still holding him close with one arm, opened the balcony 
door again. Freezing air rushed over them, hardening Jason's nipples. Eight stories below them scattered lights 
punctuated the darkness; ahead of them stretched only dense, freezing cold. 

He drew in a lungful of icy air; it coursed through him, stopping his circulation, it seemed. 

Without letting go of him, James bent down to scoop up a handful of snow that had drifted against the door, 
then pressed behind Jason again, leaving the door open. He held his palm with the snow out in front of Jason. 
As if hypnotized, Jason's gaze was drawn to the snow which reflected the light from the room. James closed 


his fingers squeezing the snow into a rough snowball and brought his hand to Jason's face. 


He could smell it. He could smell the snow and the cold emanating from the little ball which was transforming 
into a ball of ice in James's hand. 


"What do you want me to do with it?" James breathed into his ear. 
Nothing, Jason wanted to say. Let me go. Leave me alore. 
"What do you want me to do?" James's hand clamped down on him. "Say it" 


From the back of Jason's mind the same words came to him- What do you want me to do?-whispered in a soft 


voice, soft lips wearing dark red lipstick, and his own reply: Touch me. 


"Touch me," he said. His voice sounded coarse, forced. He breathed hard. "Touch me," he repeated, surprised 


that this time it sounded like an order, not a plea. 


He could swear James grinned. He couldn't see it, but he felt the damn grin on James's face when James 
loosened his grip and touched his mouth to Jason's jaw. It wasn't a kiss, more like a lick-wet and warm rasp of 
a tongue. Wet and warmth were replaced by cold when James pressed the ball of ice to Jason's jaw and 


followed the path of his tongue, slowly sliding it along Jason's throat. 
Jason's skin tingled as the cold glided over his skin and down his chest. James's hand stopped right above his 


nipple and they both waited-Jason for his world to come to a crashing end and James ... He was sure James 


waited for Jason's world to come crashing down, too. 

Which it did. 

Shutting off any trace of reason still left in his head, he reached back. His hand found James's hip and gripped 
it, pressed on it. Then it slipped back, to James's buttock and this time he pulled with all he had, grinding 
James's crotch against his ass with the desperation of a drowning man who had one chance to save himself. 
"Yeah," pushed out of him when James grazed his chest with the snowball. 

His knees trembled; he let himself fall, slack, against James. Needles of cold pricked on his nipples. Rivulets of 
cold water dripped down his stomach, halting at the waistband of his jeans, swirling his mind into frenzy. He 
bucked against James once more and James's hard-on jutted against him, as desperate as Jason himself. 
Holding him by the shoulders, James spun him around. Icy blue eyes drilling into him radiated more warmth 
than the hands sliding down his sides. Three steps backward and he found himself pressed against the wall now, 
facing James, looking him straight in the eye. 


How could he resist the need in James's eyes? How could he have ever thought he wanted to resist it? 


Slowly, James folded down to his knees. Tooth by tooth, he tugged the zipper down, then the jeans down Jason's 
hips. 


The chill and cold water running down Jason's chest and soaking into the waistband should have driven his 


erection away, but his cock waited for James, hard and needy, heavy with anticipation 
James didn't touch it. 
That's how the game was played. 


Instead, he grabbed Jason's hips and lifted his head. His eyes grew darker, the pupils dilated when he asked, 
"Who is your queen?" 


Jason swallowed. 


"Who is your queen?" 


Frigid hands slipped across Jason's buttocks, fingers dipped between his thighs. Hot breath skated across 
Jason's flesh as James's mouth almost touched his cock. 


Jason's fingers dug into James's shoulders. His felt light-headed; his legs wanted to give out, but James held 
him in a tight grip. His head fell backwards, hit the wall. He wanted, he needed to be in James's mouth. 


"Who is your queen?" 


Jason dragged his gaze down, to James. He'd had kneeling James in front of him before, but this time it felt 


different, as if he was standing outside a gate leading to a place from which there was no return. 
His breath hitched 


"You are. You are my queen," he said, and gasped when the heat of James's mouth sucked him in. He let 


himself be swallowed. 


When the waves of warmth started rising from his belly, James let go of him and pulled himself up. He rested 
his forehead against Jason's. 


‘I'm your queen, and don't you ever forget it," he said, and covered Jason's mouth with his own 

His mouth was warm and insistent and Jason gave in to it, like he had given to it a moment before. Like he had 
given in to it the last time. And the time before that. And the time before that. This time, though, it felt 
different. 


The questions and doubts which his sane self would throw at him whenever he had stopped to think about it 


became irrelevant. 

His arms closed around James, pulled him in. 

Not letting go of James's mouth, he reached for the waistband of James's jeans. The buttons popped open 
under his hand. He tore James's shirt out of his pants, then shoved one hand into James's underwear, anxious 
to get to his cock. 


"Yeah. Yeah," James breathed against his mouth. 


Jason pushed his hips against James. The heat coming off James drove him crazy. His hand trapped in James's 


boxers wasn't enough-he wanted to feel his cock against James's. 
"Bed," he demanded. 


Awkwardly, they stumbled toward the bed. 


His hands worked James's shirt off. He wanted more of the sucking, the kissing, the biting, but didn't want to 
waste the time. There would be time for this, later. He shoved his pants down all the way, kicked them off. 


James's boots and jeans followed. 


James flopped back on the bed. He raised himself on his elbows and watched Jason from under half-closed 
eyelids. Jason dropped a knee on the bed, then the other on the other side of James. He knelt on all fours over 


James, swinging from side to side, like a polar bear pinning his prey to the ground. 
But James looked nothing like prey. Grinning, he scooted up on the bed and Jason followed, reveling in the icy 
chill whistling through the room from the still open balcony door. When James's head hit the headboard, he 


dropped down on James, covered James's body with his own. He pressed his chest harder against James's 


chest. James's body pulsed under him. 
"Who's your queen, Jay?" 


"You are. Only you." 


RK 


Jason closed his eyes, then opened them again, in the darkness of the room it hardly made any difference. He 
reached for the phone, knocking an empty water glass. He didn't want to switch the bedside lamp on-he'd 
rather stay in the dark. It was easier this way. 


He'd been lying awake for a long time, puting off the inevitable, and even though he'd come up with half a 
dozen possible scenarios of how the conversation could go, none of them made him feel any better. He just 


wanted it over and done with. 


The buttons on the handset blinked red when he punched the number, and before he had a chance to gather 


his thoughts, a sleepy female voice answered, "Hello?" 

"Hi." He swallowed. "It's me." 

"Oh, hi. I've been waiting for you to call. Did you get my message?" 

"| did" He lowered his voice to a whisper, not wanting to wake up James, but in the silence of the room his 
whispered words sounded too loud anyway, like an intrusion. He turned onto his side, away from James. It might 
have been an illusion, but James's soft snore wasn't so loud anymore. "Sorry | didn't call. We were busy, then 


we got back to the hotel late. You know how it is." 


It felt awkward to have a normal conversation, as if nothing had happened. 


"So how did it go today?" 


He imagined her face with hair scattered on a pillow, her lips red and soft and asking to be kissed-the way she 


looked when she was asleep. Except she wasn't sleeping now-he woke her up. 

"Jason?" 

"Hmm? Sorry, I'm here." The plastic of the headset grew warmer against his ear, while cold settled in his 
stomach. "It was good.” So good "Lots of snow and cold, and we have to go back tomorrow to finish, but it will 


be just for two or three hours at the most" 


"IF | catch the ten o'clock flight, I'll be there for lunch. | miss you." Her voice started melting the rock of ice in 


his stomach. "| don't like sleeping alone." 


He couldn't let her go on; he couldn't give her a chance to change his mind. "Listen, about that .. . | don't know 


how to say this, so l'm just going to say it. | don't want you to come." 
"What? Why? What's wrong?" 

"No, nothing's wrong." Fuck. "Listen, I'm sorry. This isn't working." 
"What isn't working?" He could tell she was wide awake now. 


"Us. Can we talk when | get back? Tomorrow? No, not tomorrow. Friday? I'll call you on Friday, okay? | have to 


go. I'm sorry." 


He hung up trying to block out her voice coming out of the receiver, "Jason? Talk to me. Jason?" He was such 


an asshole. Such a total, utter asshole. 

James's voice broke the silence: "She's not coming?" 

Whiskers scratched the back of Jason's neck. He let his head fall back on the pillow. "No." 

Whiskers scratched his skin again. They moved down, along his spine, raising goose bumps in their wake. He 
pushed back against them, against the mouth which he couldn't, not in the most drunken stupor, mistake for a 
woman's. 

| always thought her name was funny." James's teeth nipped his shoulder. "Gerda" 


Another nip, followed by a kiss and even more kisses all over his back. 


"She's not coming and you're not going anywhere, right?" Warm breath and teeth on his skin 


Jason rolled over, to face James. He reached up to touch James's face. "No. I'm not going anywhere," he said. 


Why would he? Everything he wanted was right here, in his bed. 


(end) 


